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Another o Loretto lung's Wne Arties' on This Page
A Symbol of Coming Spring ' 4 f

ThisDay in History -- - -
I OOK into the eastern sky about 9 o'clock at night and "Prli Jhe anniversary of the admik otjKawtis 1

you will see there a symbol of approaching spring, into tne Union as the thirty-sixtbSti- fe ix IMU,
a starry signal raised above the horizon, in the shape of rTHs"folIowed the meeting of the ConstltutioaaI,Asera.
the constellation Leo, whose "sickle," adorned with the USSSVhen slavery wjiieJirohU
bright star Regulus, is the particular glory of the April was prohibificd.

biti6n was later ratified .midnights. by a popular vote, --."A il'
M..,aaaa
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IWoman and the Home And the Keynote Is Simplicity ' Their Married Hie

rr

HOW DO YOU

iDo You Think Anything Is Good
Enough or Do You Take Pride

in Keeping It Ship-Shape- ?rSB
llBy Lorettb C. Lynch,
Etaetraeter War Cookery H. Y. Kve--
jSt-- r atasT Blft Schoel ftr Wmmu
JjJw".TOTinNO In the house an-gf- c:

rW noys me," remarked a fem-- f.

Jnlne novel flend to a very

excellent housekeeper the other day.
Jjtnd ahe continued. "I would not
Jjtxaate my time poking behind that
3tas ranee, nobody erer aeea behind
sSere.--
iThe excellent housekeeper tu a
"girl out 'of college but one ahort
"xjkar. But alx month of that year
5r!fe spent aa the happy wife of a
fjpung-- man who, thoufn poor, with
Jfech a helpmate cannot but e"

some day.
JgThls young wife put down her
Jferubblng brush and dried the
Jfiands that the other woman thought

Jjjtoo refined and educated for work
Jthd replied. "Mrs. Brown, It gives
jjae great pleasure to putter about
and keep my house clean. Several
times each week you tell me you to
to help clean your church. Do you

Jtaow, I feel toward my home Just
about as you toward your church,

I do here, I feel that I
Srfso am doing In a great cause."

JfI overheard this conversatlonand
JJV has made me think. Many se-

verely practical women will tell
ijrou that they could teach you more
jabout housewifery In a month than

you can learn In a four-ye- ar col-2e-

course In homemaklng. They
Will tell you that "Old Mammy," the
iSaeok Mrs. Dixon brought from the

mm, can cook iois Deuer wan
Dixon's daughter who has

died "Homemaklng" In college.
pAnd yet oppose that every fflrl

our nauon xo-a- ay naa an oppor-nlt-y

to have Implanted deep In
hr heart the sanctity of the home.
(The college girl wife did not see
t&a ugly scrub brush nor the rest
Jpf the plebeian cleaning Implements.
8he had an Ideal always before her.
$h felt that no labor she expended

nt

The Hidden Hand
A SERIAL OF THRILL AND MYSTERYr

XtBy Arthur B. Reeve,
gfrreater the Cmls; Xeaaedy
Sssystery eterlee, whleh appear

la CesasepeUtaa Megaxtne.

EPISODE 11.

Trapped by Treachery.
Copnirbt, 181T. Star Cooseaj

jf rriHE Whitney millions belong
" I to me." he exclaimed thlCk--
fe "W ly, "and I '"111 spend them.
jjjvery cent. Have a drink?"

Hamsay dashed the proffered glasat
'to the floor and sent Abner reeling.
As be looked down on the table he
saw a letter:

k
leVbner Whitney. New Tork:

'. Dear Sir Having yemeasured your
Whitney Island house, we And a

Jiead space in the walls which may
lndlcate a secret room. We await

your Instructions. Very truly yours,
r CAREWE HOSKINS.
J, Architects.
a As he read It. a smile of contempt
Jfor Abner. still groping on the floor,
'played over Ramsay's face, and he
fcuraed and stalked out The mo-Sne- nt

he disappeared, Abner reeled
tb the portieres unsteadily, but

'when he was sure Ramsay had gone,
,'he suddenly became dead sober
tlagaln and beckoned to Verda, who
'glided from her hiding place.
I, "He fell for It," Abner laughed.

will go out to Whitney Island.
'ow Is the chance for my scheme.
Verda's Instructions were simple,

ind half an hour later. Martha ed

a little scream of mingled
Jfear and surprise as ahe opened her
door to admit Abner, who entered

Jthe apartment with a benevolent
lemlle.r. "Really, I am sorry, or what has
happened." he said apologetically
tto Doris. "Will you return to the
house and live there until the case

'.( decided!"

Doris Is Persuaded.
II Doris wa at first doubtful, but
'Martha was overjoyed and finally
(Dor's threw her new furs about her
seek and Joined her uncle In the car

Tit had waiting outside.
i't. As the touring car rolled dow-
ntown. Doris did not see Abner slg-fs- al

to an omnibus which passed.
$ut already Verda had been waiting

jwlth three thugs, and at the nt

they caught sight of Abners
.car coming the tour had boarded
Sthe bus and sat Inside,
f No sooner had Abner s car passed
rthe bus than bis chauffeur. In-

structed, pulled up beside the curb,
igot out. tinkered with the engine
jand announced that It would run
'no further--We had better take the bus."

iuggested Abner. signalling to one
ierhich stopped.
2 With Doris, he climbed to the top.
.No sooner had it started than one
'thug threw the'eonducter off while
Sfcwo others sprang to the roof and
attacked Doris and Abner. Abner

Jpras quickly overcome, but as the
J ether attacked Doris, she struggled
afrits Mm, (liked htm up against the

FEEL ABOUT IT?

In cleaning and beautifying her
home was lost.

She felt toward her home much
as the religious Greek of old felt
toward his temple. Great labor was
expended In beautifying part of
the temple not visible to the casual
observer, for the Greek believed
that the gods see everywhere.

I went with a woman to one of
the department stores recently to
purchase some housefurnlshlngs.
8he did not especially have to prac-
tice economy. We came upon a
beautiful copper chafing dish. She
purchased It. "How beauUful that
will look In your home," I remarked.
"Oh. that's too good for my home,
she said. "Any eheap little cook
pot Is good enough for my home.
I'm going to give this to our card
club as a euchre prise."

Think of any woman admitting
that a utensil she was well able to
purchase, an article that would help
beautify and help toward a happy
hour or two. was "too good" for her
home!

"No wonder Mrs. Jones has such a
complete, artlstlo home," you will
often hear. "She Is up at dawn
every time there Is a sale In a repu-

table shop of something that her
home lacks. Tea. It does cost her
some time and trouble. Tet every
one observes that, outside of the
saving. Mr. Jones Is always eager to
entertain his best cus-

tomers In his delightful house."
It certainly Is a reflection on a

woman's character If she puts al-

most all her money Into "parlor"
furnishings and then paras the po-

tatoes with a, 'carving knife" far
lack of proper kitchen equipment.

How sweet Is the word homel Aa
I pass along the streets and see the
service flag flying from various
homes. I often stop and think what
a wonderful opportunity comes to
the maker of a home.

The courage, the Ideals, the leva
of righteousness, the desire to pro-
tect the weak as well as the great
physical power necessary to a "de- -
fender" were cradled, nurtured and
matured within the residence of
which some woman made a home.

Use your every effort to make
your home a clean, beautiful, at-

tractive place in which to live. Tor
no money wisely spent In the cause
of a home Is ever really wasted.
And nothing you can afford to buy
Is aver "too good" for your home.

4- - rail and flung him over Into the
street.

But. with Abner down, the seo-o- nd

and third thugs advanced. Do-
ris looked about wildly for means
of escape. Ahead she saw an eleva-
ted railroad under which the bus
must paas, a "low bridge."

As the bus approached she leaped
and caught the steel-wor- k. Just aa
the lower part of the steel -- work
knocked the thugs sprawling.

Doris climbed to the Iron trestle
and through the ties, and at that
moment an express thundered,
head-o- n. at her. The motorman
threw on the emergency brakes;
but the momentum was too great
to stop. Only her quick wit saved
her from being decapitated.

With Incredible swiftness. Doris
pulled herself all the way up and
leaped to one side to the rail along
the edge of the roadbed, clinging to
It, almost hanging over the street,
as the express swept past.

e
At the housekeeper's, late that

afternoon, Doris had still another
visitor. This time It was one whom
she Immediately recognised as Dr.
Scarleys valet.

A New Protector.
"Don't be afraid." he nsgan. "Tve

become disgusted with the doctor
lately drinking and violent. He's
In hiding, and I've come to betray
him to you."

81111 Doris was doubtful. She mis-

trusted the valet.
"Come to the window," be reas-

sured.
She did so. and he pointed to two

policemen. "I've already been to the
precinct station and got them," he
said. "So don't fear."

Convinced now. Doris agreed t
ro.

A fugitive since his open attack en
Doris In his own office. Dr. 8carley
had taken up his residence tn a
poor quarter of the city In an old
three-stor- y house. There he bad
gathered about him a group of
thugs and other hard customers
whom he was telling what he
wanted.

"Here they come now!" called one
who had been peering out of a win-
dow.

Scarley hurried over and also
glanced out at Doris, who alighted
with the valet and two policemen.
Yet he showed no fear of the uni-
forms.

"There Is the house. Miss Whit-
ney." Indicated the valet.

Doris glanced at It suspiciously,
and as she did so one of the police-
men made a slight motion to the
taxleab driver, who nodded that he
understood. They were all crooksl

Still trusting the fake uniforms.
Doris entered.

Dr. Scarley. watching. had
scarcely turned from the window,
motioning to his men to hide, when
the door was apparently flung open.

"Arrest him!" cried Doris.
But Scarley merely stood there,

with an evil smile.
"Arrest htm. I say?" she repeated.
The "policemen" began to laugh.

Just then one of them tried to seise
her. Instantly ahe knew that It
was a trap and was en guard. She
brlke from them 'and fled, banging
the door in their faces.

T B Ceattssad Te aesnew.

Republished J)y Special Arrangement with Good Housekeeping,
Nations Greatest Home Magazine. ' '
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nnNTER'8 extremity Is fur! opportunity.
and It makes use of It amusingly tn this

saucy little cravat of otter, worn with a black
heaver bat.

To My Sweetheart Soldier
Every Girl Has a Sweetheart So Every Girl Should Read
These Wonderful Letters to "Somewhere, in France"

EIGHTH LETTER.
My Beloved In the twinkle of an

ye we all moved out here, and are
settled. The proverbial grass never
grows under your wife's feet, but in

this instance the rolling stone has
gathered a lot of moss, for already
admitted to the intimacy of our
household are a cat, a dog, a one-legg- ed

veteran of the civil war, and
a dove with a broken wing! Isn't
that doing well for a beginning?
The cat must have belonged to the
house, for she was peeping shly out
of the lilac bush this morning. And
the dog heaven only knows where
such a poor, mangy, rag-ta- g look-

ing, starved little creature ever
could have come froml He dropped
from a clear sky, without word or
warning! I brought the cat some
warm milk, and turned my back for
a moment. When I looked again
this little scrubby dog was lapping
with her, aide by side, in greatest
intimacy. It was so awful looking
I didnt even know it was a dog. I
thought it might be a woodchuck, or
a ferret, or something else of ob-

scure origin. But Mammy is in an
ecstacy of delight. She says a
strange dog coming that way is the
best sign in the world, and I Judge
she thinks the more miserable they
are, the better luck it is. She and
Frank disappeared with it, behind
the garage, and when they came
back the dog had been annotated
with a coating of lard, which great-
ly injured bis self-respe- but Is

the
......

RABBIT IsBRER
suit of dull

which has Just passed

a collar almost as big

the best thing in the world for flees
and mange, so Mammy says.

The dove with the broken wing I
found on my window sill. Such a
soft, sad, grieving little sound woke
me early, and there, fluttering and
crying, was this lovely bird. Frank
and I did what we could to the wing,
but it will be forever useless, I
know. Frank is making me a little
lattice cage, and I am going to
keep the dove in the sunny bay win-

dow of the dining room. Will it
suffer, beloved, with its broken
wing, or will it be happy to live on
still, making its soft, sweet sounds,
and being fed and loved?

The one-legg- veteran of tho
civil war needs a letter all to him-

self! I fancy you will hear much of
him as time goes on. He lives next
door, in the dearest little cottage,
and he has a serving man, who was
his sergeant in the army.

This morning our bell rang and
Mammy announced that a gentle-
man wishes to see me. I could tell
by her arms fiercely akimbo that she
wasnt pleased 1 But shell love him
later on, I know how can she help
it? He stood in the doorway of the
hall, on his pitiful crutch every
inch a soldier a stiff little bunch
of autumn flowers in his hand.
"Madam, let me give you welcome!
You and your household. We are
neighbors." I could have fallen on
his neck! It was so sweet and
stately, and so sincere!

He nas a beautiful face it shows
character and stern experience. Age,
labor, and the bitterness of conflict

I

-- FT

you look you will see satin
or less like the tunning

shown. Paris shows its rjumptuous-ses-i
simplicity. The fur In this is kolensky.

requisitioned, for this EVERYWHERE
blue velours de lain,

the Paris censors, with one hero
as a muff. in

I have combined to make of it a won- -

derful thing. The lines and shadows
speak of a soul to whom has come a
great tribulation, but who, Dy ac-

cepting it, has purchased redemption
forever from the petty troubles of
life.

In fifteen minutes our two moth-
ers and himself and I were talking
as if we had known each other al-

ways. His name is General Oliver,
and he wears a peculiar medal on
his breast, which I didn't recognize,
but which I know lie will tell me
about some day. You know how very
persuasive I am in asking questions!
As he went he spoke to me of your
gallant conduct! I am afraid a few
tears showed in my eyes, because
he laid his hand on my shoulder,
oh, so kindly, and said: "Beyond
all the fires of love through which
one passes, there is the star of duty,
and happy is the man or woman
who can live in its serenity."

I forgot to tell you that' I think
our mothers are going to bo happy
here. Twenty minutes after our ar-
rival they were silting side by side
with peaceful faces, swiftly knitting.
I never knew that anyone could be
so indifferent to externals as they
are. The question of locality doesn't
seem to niatter to them. The har-
mony In their own souls seems to
weave a mystic atmosphere about
them, through which the visions of
the past, and the voices and forms
of bygone years, come and go in
sweet and satisfying companionship.
Shall I ever be like them? calm
just by my confident faith in the
goodness of God? Shall I ever be
nble to lay aside all striving, nil
inreat, and be content to lie low,
as they do, in the Lord's hand?

GOOD-NIGH- T, BELOVED.

ADVICE TO THE
LOVELORN

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX..

The Married Man.
T)EAU MISS FAIRFAX:

mtich n love with
a young- - artist who was also In

ii me. He promised me
divorce his wife, whom he

married when he was eighteen
and whom ho never cared for.
After two years, I thought It bet-
ter to part, as J found he had
never mentioned divorce "to his
wife. He Is continually 'phonlnc
me, beseeching: me to see him
again. Kindly advise me.

MATTIE O.

TF ever we revive the ancient
ducklne-stoo- l. I am Koine; to

bring; forward as candidates for Its
humiliating; experience girls who
will accept attentions from married
men. As for the men. somebody
once said that hanging; was too
cood'for them!

When a man makes love to a girl
and explains that he married his
wife when he was so young; that he
didn't reallxe what he was doing
and promises the girl he will

the unloved wife and marry
the beloved sweetheart, there are
Just about ninety-nin- e chances out
of a hundred that he Is not sincere.
Hh may even believe In himself
and still he Is not likely to be sin-

cere. That is what cynlos call "old
itufr

It Isn't fair to the unknown wife
whose lde of the story may be
very different from the one the hus-
band shows you. the man probably
doesn't mean to divorce his wife.
Her existence eaves him from real
responsibility. Even as he cheats,
betrays and neglects her so Is he
likely to treat th. girl who hasn't
even the legal hold on him which
makes the wife's position dlgnlflsd
If pitiful.

1 oft,en warn girls like you and
often get letters from them tell-

ing me that they d'd not take m
advice end that they are paying
raglcally for their folly sname,

'llngrnre Rnd unhappins are
the portloi. of the girl

who steals her cheap Imitation of
love from another woman.

A NARRATTVE OF EVERYDAY AFFAIRS

Helen Is Asked by Mrs. Frisby t$
Decide a Delicate and Personal

V 1 TMatter.
Cepyrlgitriwa. TBtrrnltJoeal Kews srrVa.

shivered as ahe gained
HELEN of the apartment.

'It waa,.one of the coldest
.-

-.
u

days' of the- - Winter and" She had
become thoroughly enlllad through
while shopping. -

"Did any, one call-u- p. Maryt"
"Tee. ma'am,. Mrs. Frisby called

up ajiOhewantt'jrtu to come over
.this aftemoon."" . '
, Helen flu's'lfetaaiitnaatlTv Frlend--
ly as she. had trled.tpbe.wjth Mrs.
r'rlsby, the mdre?,aay one did for
that ssiail person,' the mors was
expected. Helen bad, begun bet
eapalgn by trying to treat her nice-

ly, bat Ura-JTrlsb- y. disliked by the
other, women, lapedlately pounced
on .Helen as her own particular
frjeai-- Wl'ljad,asushjnt person-

ality. talked.- - foolishly, and said
jrhatsrer cam's la her mind. She J

jsras a silly. vapId..UttU woman, ex--

f" ttmly ienslklve and It w.aa "ffr- -
cnltto please hermnless one. wantea
tsTbe at her beck and call.

Helen deternifned not to go over
to the rflsbjV but. the more she
thought rot It the more her con-den- ce

told her. she osght to go.
Perhaps MrsVrUDyrealfy needed
her. "T Of course "thva- - was the

. chance et It belnr something alto- -.

gettfer .tjlvlai. but -- than., the dis-

tance wasn't far.-- Helen reflected, and
o she might as well. go. '

Mra Frisby th.ersel opened the
door and smiled.'

"Ohl "mjf.dear, I Just knew yoo
would cc'me. I wanted so much to

. talk to Bomeonetaad rather
have you than anyone. else."
'"TltS "you want- - me for any par-

ticular reaidnT TJ?tt got home
' from shbpp!ng;,"and njy maid said
.Uat yotfhad told--, her" l.t was Im-

portant."- i
Oh.-ye- It Is. ' My dear. I had the

.most awful. argument with my has-'ba- nd

last' htgbt: Tou "k'tlow how
much he admires Tpnr taste and
Judgment, and" I Just told him that
I ws going to ask your advice."

"But I couldn't advice you
argumsat between your-sel- f.

and your husband,; protested.
v.a.m. r

"Oh; but- you must.- - said Mrs.
Trlshr. "thars why-- I asked you to
come over In the first place, you,
simply must.. Tea", see ,U I hadn't

Puss in
': By David Cory. f

let me see what happened
NOW of the

Mountain bis four
trsity 'lltUejr-aenf.- f hy they had
brought Puas-'j'unloc- to his palace,
which, you remembeA' was under-keeth-t- he

great high mountain.
Thls little eat. Is a traveller.

Tour HlShness.' asswsred tho lit-

tle torehman, as he waved his flam-

ing torch up and down, for he was

a little "excited, you see. "and he
promised not to tell what he saw

If we showed him 'where we wore
going."

"Ah, Is tht sor said the little
King, and then,'he smiled at Puss,

for he admired hla. bravery, and.
..anyway, he wasn't a bad little man

at all.
"I am seeklnjr adventure." said

Fuss, stepping forward, "and my

Illustrious father. Puss In Boots, la
well known throughout all the
world."

"Hii bat' '" aald ithe little Moun-"A- nd

tain Klnr. ao you would
aaaal your fathsr's dseds and do
away with glantsl"

"Not so. Your Highness." aald
Puss, "but I would see the world."

'" "Well. then, niy pretty Puss, you
shall see the Underworld," laughed
the little King of the Big Mountain,
and he stepped down from his
throne and reached out his hand to
our little hero. "Come with me."

86 Puss followed hlra and the lit-

tle, King showed hlm.'all the won-
ders of the. Underworld. And maybe

When bathing,, the baby fold a
thick towel and lay It at the bot
tom of the bath. This will prevent
the child from' slipping, which Is th
cause of the nervousness exhibited
by most babies when being bathed,

Should an Inkpot be accidentally
upset on tableclotS or carpet, pour
a little cold water over It at once.
The Ink will float on the water.
and. when the cloth or carpet is
rubbed dry no stain will show.

A layer of ordinary salt sprink-

led .oind the pan where the fat
usually splutters oer will prevent
the disagreeable odor when frying
flsh. ' i -

e e
Utid Stains on dark clothes should

first be brushed and then rubbed
with a freshly cut raw potato. This
will remove any trace of stain.

When baking potatosi It Is a
good pU U allow tiasa toeUal

really needed, yoa to eotaa hsre, Z
should have come to you, but Z
wasted you to 'come over to ask you
a serious question. What is tha
matter with this apartment!

"Why, what do you-raeaa- r sake
Helen In bewilderment.

"Well, something- Is wrong, there's
no denying that.' My' husband
doesn't like the general effect after
all the money I spent oa It, too. Hs
says It doesn't look anything at all,
like youra."

Helsn was sllsnVand Itra. lTtlby
rattled oa quickly- -

T told him that we spent more);
money than you and Mr. Curtis
did." .

Helen smiled involuntarily, ttras
such a typical remark; r t.

"I reallxe. that you havtx'spent
mors money than we have," 'Helur.
returned quietly,

Mrs. Frisby did not understand
that she had; Heen; rude, and m'fact
a little vulgar; she did not knoir It.
and, so she simply looked at Bslsn
with wider eyes, and repeated.-- "Wall.
"then what's wrongT

Helen looked around her and sud-
denly made up her mind thaV inas-
much aa Ifrs. Frisby had gotten her
over her to ask' such a question 'she;
Helen, would answer It truthfully,

"Whafa wrongr Helen asked.--Well, In the flrat place, yoa have)
spent the money for the wrong;
things. It Isn't always the expen-
sive thing .that Is the appropriate
thing. Your pictures are alt wronger

--But. Mrs. Curtis- .- Mrs. JTrUby
lnterrupted. --I lore

"You asked me to tell you," per-
sisted Helen flrmly. "All that brlo-a-br- ac

bad,"
"But I bougnt-thtm.fo- r real aa.

tlque pieces."
"But they aren't reair Helen west,

en. --And the entire lighting, effect
Is wrong here? There Is such. blaae
of overhead light that 'your entire
room shows up too garishly. If yon
had a, few soft lamps with pretty
shades the entire effect, would.""!)
changed." x r - .. ,

--I guess you're right there,." Js"y
husband says that he'd like a lamp
to read by, but I; thought, these.
crystal hanglngs'were beautlfu- L-

Agaln Helen' sighed Involuntarily.
8be mlght.teirkri. Frisby what was
wrong- - with iBerAlapartment, she
might even get her to correct some
of the glaring mistakes In decora-
tions, but no one In the world could
ever train Mrs. Frisby to think cor-
rectly.- ahdthaf wa-th- e reeltbJag
necessarjr. itter all. "3 c s I

Te West, laatalaa ef.&s ta
tcTcettaaT eertea will ap-se- ha
eosu)''

Boots Jr.
you don't think It was. a strange
country, this land -- underneath tiegreat high mountain-- " . .

Why, there, were; all sorts at
wonderful things, tor .the roof el
the great cavern was, as bice as
our ev'edyday aky and tea diamonds
shone like little lights, and. strange
flowers grew in .many .plaeec, and
all tba little people worked la..gol4
and silver shop's 'Where they me
beautiful things. the kind rev
In the store windows.

There were streets aad hesses,
and queer looking: trees' with boss
for leaves, the llttlr. rivers with
bridges over them, and creaky old
mill wheels that turned th machin-
ery that mad all eexts of toys' aad
dolls.

And If 'Santa dans', had eelr
known about this place, I guess he
wouldn't have te work nearly
hard up at the North Pote to get
Xmas presents ready every year
for all the little boys aad girls wb
hang " up their stockings' or who
wait until th Xmas tree Is lighted.

And when Puss had aeea every-
thing there was to be seen, ha said
he must be going, and then th lit-
tle King of the Mountain told: th
llttls man with the big bag U alt it
full of presents and the. little sua
with .the big whistle to blow oa It
and then a pretty little pony-ra- n r
for Puss to ride on, and after that
the little man w)th the ax out down
a peppermint tree .and gave Puss a
lot of peppermint twigs to carry
away and eat when he had th time.
and when all this was over aad th
little torehman llghtod'the way fer
Puss to go out Into the world of
Fairy Land one more, .and ia the
next story you shall hear what 1

did after that.
CopyrliM. 11. by SavU Csiy.

Te Be Ceatlaned

hot water for a? few minutes. Thar
require much less baking.

If a tablespoon of paraffin- be
added to the water need fer wash-
ing tiles, It wQl both cleanse aai
brighten them.

Suede shoes quickly become shiny
and soiled, but tbey may be fresh-
ened by rubbing the parts with Una
sandpaper,

e e e

One ounce of margarine melted
in a saucepan will take th pise
of an egg for btndlng rissoles or
Sshcakes.

,.
To prevent mustard from dry-

ing, and caking In the mustard jot
add a little salt when makinff It.

An onion poultlee beats all others
for easing neura'gio or raeumatl
pains, aore throats, eta

Do You Know That

.i .


